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Sef hanes bachgen bach o Gymru. yr hwn oedd yn 
forwr ar long ei dad. Suddodd y llong ar fordir 
Affrica, a chollodd ei dad a'r holl forwyr eu bywydau. 
Diangodd y bachgen bach bron yn ddamweiniol, ond 
syrthiodd i dwylaw llwyth o anwariaid duon. Dy- 
oddefodd lawer o galedi, ond o'r diwedd, llwyddodd 
i ddianc oddiwrtbynt, a chyrhaedd ei wlad enedigol. 





0 Î BACHGEN wyf o Gymru fach, 
9. Ym mhell o'm gwlad yn byw, 
Ac wedi colli'm llong a'm llwyth, 

A. boddi wnaeth fy nghriw. 


Fy anwyl gapten, 'nhad oedd hwn, 
Mae'n drwm im' dd'weyd i chwi, 

Sydd wedi myn'd i'r eigion dwfn, 
Y llanw mawr a'r lli'. 


Yn wlyb, yn wan, ce's inau'r lan, 
Er saled oedd fy ngwedd ; 

A'r rhai duon, drwg eu lliw, 
Yn barod i'm rhoi'n y bedd. 


Ar lan, y môr, yn wlyb, yn wan, 
Yn cwyno'r ydwyf fi, í 

Heb neb o'r duon, drwg eu lliw, 
Yn cwyno dim i mi. 
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Pe gwyddaî'm hanwyl fam fy hun 
Mor drwm yw arnaf fi,— 

O! wedi colli'm llong a'm llwyth, 
A'i hanwyl briod hi. 


O! bachgen wyf wedi colli'm tad, 
Yn mhell o'm gwlad yn byw; 

Wrth feddwl am fy anwyl fam, 
'Rwy'n marw ac eto'n fyw ! 


'Rwy'n fachgen ifange 'ran fy oed 
Ni ŵyr fy nhroed p'le i droi, 


' Â'm pen yn rhydd. a'm calon brudd, 


'Rwyf heno wedi'm cloi. 


Pe gwyddai'm hanwyl fam fy hun, 
b'le 'rwyf y noswaith hon, 

Fe fyddu'i chalon fach yn brudd, 
A briw o dan eì bron. 


Rwy'n meddwl am fy anwyl fam, 


Bum ar ei deulin hi, 
Yn sugno llaeth o'i hanwyl fron,— 
Mor anwyl oeddwn i. 


Er hyn i gyd, 'rwyf yma'm hun, 
Yn wael fy llun a'm lliw ; 

Heb fedru deall iaith y wlad, — 
Wedi colli'm tad a'm criw. 


Pe gwyddai'm hanwyl fam fy hun 
Mor drwm yw arnaf fi, 

Ni fedraf lai na meddwl hyn,— 
Fe dd'rysai'i synwyr hi. 


Er hyn i gyd, 'rwyf eto'n fyw, 
Trugaredd Duw 'rwy'n iach: 
'S cai long i fyn'd i Loegr dir, 
Dai byth o Gymru fach. 
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Being the history of a youth from Wales, who was 
a sailor on board his father's vessel. The ship sunk 
upon the coast of Africa, and the father and all the 
sailors were lost. The young lad escaped almost by 
a miracle, but he fell into the hands ofatribe of 
blaek savages. Ho suffered many hardships, but 
after a little while, succeeded in escaping from them 
and reaching his native land. 





Tune, “ HIGHLAND LADDIED 





Â youth am I from dear old Wales, 
Though far off now I roam, 

For sunken is my ship and load, 
And all our crew are gone! 


The captain (he my father Wâs)— 
Alas! I grieve to say,— 

Is buried 'neath the breakers wild, 
And covered by their spray. 


Weary and worn, and sore distressed, 
At last I've reached the shore, 

And wander by the ocean's edge, 
Seeking a friend once more. 


But friends, alas! I cannot find, 
But many foes I see, 

And tbeir black faces dance around, 
Seeking to murder me. 


O! how my mother's heart would bleed, 
Were she my state to know, 

How I âm friendless and forlorn, 
And cast down now so low. 
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For I have lost my father dear, 
And far from home do roam, 
While thinking of my mother's face, 
With agony I groan. 


I'm very young, and far from home 
I ne'er have been before, 

Oh! how my heart does yearn and hope 
To reach my home once more! 


To see the scenes of early days 
Round which I used to play, 

To see the spots where with my love 
I often used to stray. 


But these alas ! are far away, 
And nothing now I see 

But sea, and sand, and burning sun, 
And howling savag'ry! 


But still, thank heaven, I'm yet alive, 
Although in sore distress, 

And I will trust to Providence 
With freedom me to bless. 


A ship perhaps may shortly come 
And help may then he had, 

So I will keep a brave stout heart, 
As should a true Welsh lad ! 


And soon, if Fortune favours me, 
1'll kiss my mother dear, 

And all my after days I'll spend 
Protecting her with care. 
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